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Author's Notes: 
Quickly written after the discovery of some wonderful pictures proving James and Lars still shared clothes in 


the mid 90\\s. 


James woke up to the sight of Lars putting on his newly bought baseball shirt. It was obviously two, three 


sizes too big for him. It was obviously James's. 
So he asked tiredly, "The fuck do you think you're doing?" 


At least Lars looked like he was considering wearing one of his own jeans. "I'm getting dressed. Duh. Where did | 
put-" 


"That's my shirt" 


Little hands tugged at it as if he'd just realized what shirt he had on. "So it fucking is" And Lars went back to 


searching for those pants. 


James groaned, his heavy eyelids falling down again. Just for a few minutes, he told himself. In that darkness 
he could see last night, a blurry movie that was more about sounds and sensations than images. Lars's 
breathing in his ear, and the tingling of the skin, the tightness around him, the sweat, and the words he was 
saying to him. 

Feels good, James 

Go on, James. 

| need you, James. 

"Shit" Things fell. Lars cursed in two languages. 

James groaned again, and opened his eyes. "When do we have to leave anyway?" 


"Uh." He shrugged. "A few hours, or something. They'll fucking survive if we're late.” 


His shirt was big enough for the sleeves to end on Lars's elbows, and the bottom to be mid-thigh. It looked. 
"Then come back to bed" Hot. It looked hot. 


He closed his eyes again, and let his head fall back, waiting for a body to slump next to him. It arrived quickly, 
curling against his right side. He blindly reached out for the legs. His hand traveled up a firm thigh, slipped 
under his shirt-his shirt-and stopped there, pressing down. 

All his. 

Lars sighed against his cheek. "I'll take the shirt off later." 


"Nah." Fingers squeezed. "Keep it" They moved and felt the beginning of his ass. "Keep it.” 


There was a peck on his lips-his fingers twitched around the thigh-and Lars's breathing slowly deepened. He 
almost gave up on the comfort of that darkness to take in the sight. Later. 


